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stars, till they can be mended for the next creation. They 
tell of the men they knew; about Adam and Caesar, and one of the 

and ten years, speaks of One he saw, born in Galilee. 



Laurie of the “Plainsman 1 


A Story of Western Canada 
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cheerful, incisive voice of a schoolboy. 
“I’m looking for something to do. Can 
you give me any work on the paper?” 
“Why, yes!” said Frank instantly, the 


soon ^decided that I 


is fascinating program “she and he 


Ordinarilv she was amiable, 
r .~ __the males of the Plainsman, 

glittering dangerously. 

“Pardon me if I intrude,” she drawled. 
“Not at all,” said Frank uncomfort¬ 
ably. “This is Miss Gray, the new re¬ 
porter,” he explained. 

“Indeed, I was not aware!” said Miss 
Colpas grandly. 

Laurie up and down. “Charmed!” she 
murmured as insulting as she could, and 
made her way languidly to the street door. 
With her hand on the latch she turned. 
“I think vou call for me at eight.” she 
said^indifferently to Frank, and went hej 

cod a TOnder ad "Look here”'dre arid Jrith 
her inimitable directness, “if I’m going 
to be here, I ought to know where I stand. 
What’s the matter with her?” 

Laurie’s frank 
in kind. “You 




“I have dreamed of being a 


Quite so! The red head and the bla< 

counter, and in smiles flying back ai 
forth and in the kind, shining eyes, 5 
ready there promised something a go< 
deal tenderer than the customary relati< 
between employer and employee. 

They were interrupted by an omino™. 
“ ’Hem!” from behind Frank’s back. He 


“Well?” prompted Lau: 

"She has money,” said 
it speculating in real es 
boom. She holds a chat 
the plant downstairs.” 




/ her pretty chin and laug 
a peal like a boy. Such delicious, he 
disquieting music had surely never l 
heard within those grimy precints. 

On her very first day Laurie made ] 
self an important factor of the Plainm. 
As she crossed the Estevan bridge on 
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“ Why—Protection ? : 






The Trail of ’98 





, OF ’98 


the crowd. Dangerous, 
cruel, I thought; a man-wumau, a smew, 

But I § was growing weary of the crowd 
and longed to go below. I was no longer 
interested, yet the voice of the Prodigal 


looks like a Hebrew prophet out of a job. 
Comes from Poland. Speaks Yiddish or 

Sows Ts^'lAmXe, mondike!”'^^' 

girlboks heartbroken, poor little beggar/’ 


'You’re not listening 
:. Look, why don’t - 
3 o to please him, I 




turned full round 
the deck. Erect by 




I will not try to depict the girl. Per 
descriptions are so futile. I will only saj 
that her face was very pale, and that she 
had large pathetic grey eyes. For th< 
rest, her cheeks were woefully pinchec 
and her lips drooped wistfully. ’Twas th< 
face, I thought, of a virgin martyr with £ 
fear-haunted look hard to forget All this 

grey ^ eyes gazing^unseeingly over th< 
away East of her dreams and memories. 

“Poor little beggar!” 

Then X cursed myself for a sentimenta 
impressionist and I went below. State 






iad been separated in the ! 
mew not who was to be m 
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e wood-carver talked e! 


...smoked his big cigar, while, 

patient and imperturbable, the iron Hew- 
son chewed stolidly. The twins were play¬ 
ing checkers. The Winklesteins were 

hall clique. ^ In and out^among 



us debating, at 


lg in the girl’s cle_ J _ 

-an’s fine face, that reproached 

me for my doubt. 

It was when I wai,_ 

•covertly studying the pair th; 

Bulhammer and Marks were standing 
by me, and across the deck came the 
acridly nasal tones of the dance-hall girls. 
I saw. the libertine eyes of Bulhammer 

demirep to another, till at last they rested 
on the slender girl standing by the side of 
her white-haired grandfather Appreci- 
atively he licked his lips. 

“Say, Monkey, who’s the kid with old 
Whiskers there?” 

“Search me, Pete,” said Marks; “want 

“Betcher! Seems kinda standoffish, 
though, don’t she?” 


I must say the man was expensively 
dressed m a flashy way. His oily, pimple- 



it the mystery that seemed to surround 
her? Was it the irrepressible instinct of 

pinquity, I had made no advances. With 
the girl I had passed no further words. 

But the Gods of destiny act in whimsi¬ 
cal ways. Doubtless the voyage would 
have finished without the betterment of 
our acquaintance; doubtless our paths 


CHAPTER III 

Puget Sound was behind us and we had 

northward to the Arctic barrens. Misty 
and wet was the wind, and cold with the 
kiss of many icebergs^ Under a^ grey sky, 

nakedlyf Spectral’islands elbowed each 
Still more wraithlike the mainland, fring- 

desolation. There was a sense of death¬ 
like passivity in the land, of overwhelm¬ 
ing vastitude, of unconquerable loneliness. 
It was as if I had felt for the first time the 
Spirit of the Wild; the Wild where God 
broods amid His silence; the Wild, His 

As we forged through the vague sea 


ivelry and a blaze ^of light. 

ks reaped a bountiful harvest. ' 
aow that, with all the besotted 




up a bit now, there’s all kinds of easy 

they’ll talk of what they’re going to do 
when they’ve got the dough. One gazebo 
wants to buy a castle in the old country; 
another wants a racing stable; another a 
steam yacht. Oh, they’re a hot bunch of 
sports. They’re all planning to have a 
purple^ time in tlm sweety by-and-bye. I 

for decrepit wash-ladies or pen- 
There^s a cold juicy 


He was right. In their visionary leaps 
to affluence they soared to giddy heights. 
They strutted and bragged as if the mil¬ 
lions were already theirs. To hear them, 
you would ^think they had an ^exclusive 

(Wee. Yet, before and behind us, were 
dozens of similar vessels, bearing just as 
eager a mob of fortune-hunters, all drawn 
irresistibly northward by the Golden 

Nevertheless, it was hard not to be 
affected by the prevailing spirit of opti-. 
mi am . For myself, the gold had but little 


call of Romance rang in 

leapt to it- .- A 

fleeted, it 


_ And indeed, I re- 

ronderful kaleidoscope of 

„ _, _ I, but a half-year back 

cooling my heels in a highland bu 
should be now —* ** * 


and parcel of this 
. Already my d" 

’ ‘ ig of the pa 


in strength and wiry en 


le way the* girls 
* crazy jays loose 


s were yielding to the racy slang of 

that curled crisply, 


ri^if-ciss ^KT*" 
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MODERN BARON’S STRONGHOLD 
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our Sunday suit to buy a drink. We 
watch-chains. 



The pawnbroker srniles and goes on 



SEE? 
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DIARY OF A BACK-BENCHER. 
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In the Waiting Room 

By 

Helen E. Williams 
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Count has viewed these proceedings can terribly realistic description of village life 
be easily inferred from the brief account surrounding the estate from which he has 
which he published a few weeks ago, en- fled. In the Boston Transcript, Mr. 
titled, “Three Gays in a Village,” which Archibald J. Wolfe gives a two-column 
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the plight of the innocent man unjustlv 
accused! Overwhelmed with embarrass- 


om her purview all generalizations con- 
rning character and demeanor. It is 
jrs to establish guilt or innocence by the 
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in the province, they are always repre¬ 
sented by men of the French race. 
Last summer, when Premier Roblin 
went to the country, there was some 
fear that the name of Laurier would 
swing two or three of the French dis¬ 
tricts. 

In one of these districts—Carvillon 
—the Roblin candidate was a bright 
young French-Canadian named Albert 
Bernard and he saw to it that he had 
his fellow-Frenchmen right with him. 
At every meeting he would say some¬ 
thing like this: 

“My compatriots, the English- 
speaking majority insist on pronounc¬ 
ing M’sieu Roblin’s name wrong. My 
great leader’s name is Roblah. Your 
ears will tell you that Roblah is a 
French name. He, himself, is proud 
to say so. And his greatest regret in 
life is that he unfortunately cannot 
speak our beautiful language. But 
that, my compatriots, is not M’sieu 
Roblah’s fault; it is the fault of his 
parents. I can tell you that he has 
spent many a sorrowful hour because 
of their neglect. Trois hourrahs pour 
Roblah!” 

The Carilloners hourrahed pour 
Roblah to the extent of 125 majority 
for his candidate, the wily Benard. 


The first-lieutenant of the Liberal 
Opposition in the Manitoba Legisla¬ 
ture is Tom Johnson, a young lawyer 
who was born in Iceland and has 
West Winnipeg, with its big Icelandic 
population, just about where he wants 
it. 

All the Icelanders are not Liberals, 
though, as Johnson found out during 
an Icelandic meeting in the campaign 
last summer. 

“I deserve the support of every 
Icelander,” he said, “because I am al¬ 
ways the friend of the Icelanders. 
Our people are generally law-abiding, 
but I have kept Icelanders out of jail 
when the English-speaking lawyers 
would have railroaded them there. 
And I have got Icelanders out of the 
penetentiary after they have been sent 
there by English-speaking lawyers.” 


An old Conservative Icelander arose 
in the body of the hall. 

“Brother Icelanders,” said the old 
man, “We have all heard what Mr. 
Johnson has said 1 . You an’t got any 
business sending him to the Legisla¬ 
ture if what he said is true. Johnson 
ought to stay right where he is, a-prac- 
tisin’ law, if he is so almighty smart 
keepin’ us Icelanders out of jail.” 

* * * 

An amusing story is told at the ex¬ 
pense of Sir Thomas Shaughnessy of 
an incident that occurred some years 
ago. A gentleman secured an audi¬ 
ence with the President of the C.P.R., 
and put up a very strong argument for 
a pass to Toronto, advancing many 
good reasons. Sir Thomas told him 
that passes were only issued on good 
grounds of railroad policy, but in view 
of what had been said he really- 
thought the gentleman was entitled to 
consideration. He, therefore, handed 
him ten dollars, the price of a ticket, 
which the gentleman took, thanked 
the President profusely, went out of 
the building, down the street and 
bought a ticket over the Grand Trunk 
Railway. 

* * * 

The bunch of hand-picked news¬ 
papermen who swung round the circle 
with Sir Wilfrid when he made his 
8,000 mile trip missed one of the Old 
Man’s best jokes. 

At Prince Rupert he was welcomed 
by Mayor Stork and his newly-elected 
council. The Mayor made the usual 
welcome-to-our-fair-city speech and 
the Premier agreed with him in fore¬ 
seeing the day when the population 
would be 100,000. 

When the exercises were over, and 
Sir Wilfrid was shaking hands with 
the Mayor, the Premier chuckled. 

“I am convinced that Prince Rupert 
will have a big population, Mr. 
Mayor.” 

“Glad to hear it, Sir Wilfrid.” 

“Why, any place that chooses a 
Stork for its first mayor is bound to 
have.” 


